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oxical Cuaracte 


N Hen full, cis round, when empty, long, The Courtier, Country. man, and Cit, 
Sometimes a Hole, ſometimes a Slit; All ſtoop to it's prevailing Power 


Fairy when old, and bald when young, 
Toa wide for ſome, for others fit. 


| When tickl'd moſt, it moſt will weep, 
And never condeſcends to laugh; 
But pours and ſwells, is very deep! 
Extremely pleaſant, but unſafe. 


And love to tafte the dain:y Bit, 
- Altho? the Sauce proves often ſower, 


Like Owls and Batts, it loves the Night, 
And in a Botton lives recir'd;z 

Nor does it ihew une Spark of Light, 
Altho it's very vftev fir“ c. 


dT has Mouth, Lips. Beard, but has no Eyes, It's Ultimate in vain we ſeck, 


Nor Teerh, altho' it often bites; 
Al Day it undet Cover lies, 
And chiefly takes its Prey o Nights. 


The more *tis fed, the more it craves, 
Ra Flefh it covers moſt for Food; 
js loved by Fool, abus'd by Knaves, 

Tho? taiated, et it's held for good. 


In it's Embraces take Delight 3 
T ho! hid, they dore in the Day, 
And o'fen kacel to it at Night, 


it july may be ſlil'd a Well, 
A each Spring-tide i: overflows 3 
It's D-pth no mortal Man can rel!'s 
T hat, Dune but he that made it knows. 


1: lies obfcurely in a Clife, 2 Tr 
That's tenc'd with Bram les round a bout; 
Yet ev'ry Fool can mak? a Shift, | 
To' ne er ſo duk, to find it out. 


Before it Penys has a Mount, 
Behind it, lies a common Shore 3 
Yet ir is held ofgreat Account, 
And worſhipp'd both by Rich and Poor. 


When it's be ple asd, it trug3les moſt, 


5 Is many a gallant Soldier's Bane! 


For tho he makes the hom- ſt Thyuſt, 
It always dots the Conqueſt pain, 


The ſtauteſt Man that e*cr withſiood, 
Ic ple: ting Pow'r, at ian conplytd, 
To ſacrifice bis pureft Blood, | 

And then lie panting by it's Side. 


It cauſes Quarrels and N-+bates 
 *Twixt Friends, and if ba't bely'd, 
Th9' it often ſwallows brave Eitates, 
Yet it is never ſatisty'd. 


| "When young it muft b. manag'd well, 


(For tis by Nature, prone to Evil) 


4 Oc elſe *twill grow as hot as Hell, 


And wicked as the very Devil; 


| Tho' Charity be net fo cold, 


Moſt Men are willing fo relf-ve it , 


| Altho', when uheſt, it win hald, 


Much more nan any Man can give it. 


If young, alcho' 1:*s dreſs'd in Rags, 

oil charm us with it's cu lieg Locks, 

To run ihe R'iqu- of greacer Plagues, 
Than ever flü'd Pandora's Ber. 


© For 'tis a dark tho* plealant Way, 
That like the Devil's Arſe in Peat, 
Has ſtill fume Caves incognics. 


Tho” many a Man this Path has trod, 
. And rang'd tcom Side to Side about; 
Yet none that ever went (Lat Road, 
Fei found its mmoſt Limits out, 


| The Learn derbe Wiſe, the Grave, the Gay, Tho! ſme may new Diſcor-ries make, 


And nearer to it's Buunds extend; 
Yet all return the ſame Way back, 
And never reach the upper End. 
The mighty Prince, that rules the Throne, 
Viſtinguiſb'd by the Stile of King; 
For ali his Fride, ha4 noc'er been known, 
Had ic not bcen for this Poor Thing, 


LAG Moon's Gown 525. loc k more fine, 


Tho? awful Scarlet ti: withours : 
This with red Sattin's lin'd within, 
And mach note cobly furr'd about, 


It trades for Silver and for Gold, 5 


And other tich Commodities; 
Is very often bought and ſold, | 
Let ne'er mov'd off the Pre miſſes. 


It tempts Us when we lee it not, 
And makes us flatter, whineg and era ve; 

Let when the darling Prize we've got, 
The more it yields the leſs we have. 


Thus moſt Men covet that which none 
Can either purchale, beg, or teal; 
For tho? we take it for out own, 
Let choſe that give it, keep it till, 


It yeilds Delight whene'er it's us'd, 
And finds much more than it imparts; 
But when O'er ha rraſs'd and abus'd, 

For Pleaſutes paſt, ic ofteh ſmarts. 


Sometimes it burns like Ætna's Mount, 
To its owo Sorrow, Plague and Shame; 

Then to tevenge the Miſchiet don't, 

It ſcorches others with it's Flame, 


Like 4 true Qamiefter, when as loſt, 
It never cares for giving out, 
And aiwa:s cundeſcends the moſt, 
Whea we apprat moſt ſtiff ang ſtout, 


With a juf generous Intent; 
To pay us back at nine Months End, 
With ( indzing Intetefl what we lept. 


It loves to hbard what others & PEN BH, 
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Could it but for a longer Spade, 


Io cute the Wounds of Cupid's Dart. 


Tho“ ſeated at the lower Ed, 


Tho't oft 3 it's oft betray'd, 2 | 


And where they're mecited, denies 
Thoſe Pavours it does oft beftow, 


| It's ſuch a flange myfterious Thing, "> 


It's C- t. I kaow not what to (ay, - 


Monſter, oftet 


Lengthen the Bliſs it let's us taſte 3 
Who wou'd not doat on't? But alas 


The Joy's too exquiſite to lalts _ 


Two white herculean PMars pro | 

The tufted Gin, che temptiog Waste; 

When they divide, then in we pop 
Before we wel know where we ares 


| Thea that for this, and Tit for Tat, 


Boe when the plealing Micure's flows; 


As uſeleſs it returns the Bait, 


And both lock fooliſh when *tis done. 


- It rei us and triumphs over Kivgs, 


And like to Xjop's Tongues we fiad, 
It is the beft and wor ſt of Things, 
Too chaſte, too cruel, ot toò kind. 


dometimes Ut proves a uſeful Friend. 
And ſtops our Ruin, tho' we ſee, 

To one Man's Fortune it does mend, 
It brings five Score to Poverty. 


It often ga pes, but never talks, | 

_ *Tis ſometimes ſick, and ſometimes ſound 

fo publick Streets it daily walks, 
But ec it never touches Ground, 


Altho' it knows not how 2 frown, 
It oft tormenits the lore-Fek Hearty z 
Yet 'tis the beft Phyſician knowo, 


When proudeſt it will loweſt bend, 23 
Aud takes muſt Freedom when it's ke 


Tis always in the Middle ound. © 


Add tuin'd, thoꝰ it draus us ing 
It was the laſt Thing Heaven made, 
And yet the firſt that learn'd 10 fin, 


Tis blind 28 Capid, or his Bow 3 


On thoſe that leaſt deſerve the Prize; 


It's Ends it loves to gain by Stealth, 
And dighly values Youth and Stre 

Tho! it can't judge of Wit or Wealih, 
. *Tis skill'd ia Thickneſs and ia Leagel 


That tho? I've heard a Thouſan 
The wiſeft Man, G O D ſave the K ING 
Cou d never yet tell V hat to make on 


Wit bout, 'tis rough, ſome People ſay, 
Others afficm tis ſoft withivg 

Some think, as very well they may, 
lc was th' Original of Sin, 


'T was that which did alone betray 
Old Father Adam to bis Fan: 


But think it is the Devil aud al, 


